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THE CASE OF THE BLOOD-RED RUBIES 

MEM0:TH6 CASE WAS OtfT OF THIS WORLD,' I CAUGHT THE MUR- 
DERER, AND VET I DIDN'T,' SOUNOS SCREWY, DOESNT IT? 
WELL, THAT'S THE KIND OF CASE THIS WAS-A SCREW CASE,' 



THE CASE OF THE BEAUTIFUL CORPSE 

MEMO: OH, BROTHER! I'll NEVER LIVE THIS ONE DOWN.' BEAUTY IS 
SUPPOSED TO BE ONLY SKIN DEEP? BUT WHEN THEY START 
CALLING ME THE V BEAUTIFUL MR, 6URLAND*- WELL, THAT GETS 
UNDER MY SKIN-WAY UNDER/ 

THE CASE OF THE FRIENDLY MURDERS 

Memo; I'm very sensitive about sitting in the electric 
chair for a murder i didn't commit.' so,tue only thing 
to do wa5 find the guy who did it.' a very friendoy guy, 

I MIGHT ADD/ 



CONFIDENTIAL FkES OF THE 



PLUS— 



GLOOMY GUS -THE HOMELESS GHOST 
AND OTHER SPECIAL FEATURES// 
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GET HIM INTO THE 
STATKJN.HOUSftWP,' 
WEU.KAVETOCAll.lN 
HOMICIDE OMTHS/ 
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lOOKS u*E Hf NEVER 
HAD A CHANCE- TO eimsh 
THAT NOTE.' BUT, who IS 
JOHNS'? AND WHO'S THE 

:ot?psg'? 



I DON'T KNOW TH£ ANSWER 
TO YOUR RRST QUESTION, 
SARGE.' Bitf WE CAN PROS- 
ASLV FIND SOMETHING TO 
IDENTIFY him.'.' 




MOW DO yE KNOW 
THIS SB4NT IS IN 
ANV CANSER, 
WGNA38IT? 











OUR HEARTS ALMOST BuRSTlNS IN OUR CHESTS, WE 
ATTAINED THE SUMMIT, AMO- — 



MOW WE MANA3E0 TO CtfAWLTHE REST OP THE WAY 
INTO THE on IU NEVER KNOW.' BUT WE DlR 
BEFORE WE JJ&T CONSCIOUSNESS.' 





we looked *t ihj: vibs® 
\Kx.~£uoom\.y, we saw 

SOMETWNa THAT TRANS. 

PntiD sow op us.' 



TOR EYES OF THE IDOL WERE MAM 
Of «0O0.REDRUBieS/-mE MOST 
BEAUTIFUL SEMS WE «AD EVER SEEN,' 




HENRY WENT MAO.'/ PUL16P OUT«lS QJN-ANO BEFORE 
1 COULO DO A THINS, SttoT THE UMA '.- - - 






LOOK AT THEM 

JOHN-A KiNSS 

RANSOM tt 




■Si/r,ASW£fl£D- 



A CURSE ON VDU.' MY SPIRIT WUL J 
ftXXOW VOU WHEREVER VOL] 
SO.QNTIL"mEEY£sAReKE- J ' 
TURNED TO MV GOO, AND 

hVOOR TPSVC-HERy 
. AVENSED/ 




•HOW WE MA PE OUR WAV BACK TO CiVi kl - 
7ATiON-Iti NEVER KNOW .'SOMETHING-? 
SOMETIMES.? I THINK-? PERHAPS THE 
MONK WAS SIGHT AeoyTTHOSE IYES-- 
"WElff WlSCDM .'/ AND MOW THE GfMND 
IAMA,*MSEU> HAS CAUGHT UP 
WITH US// 





WEIL, 1PVJU ^ -. 
WANT POLICE 
PROTECTION-? 



NO THANKS.' WITH THE SACRED 
RUSiES SOME, MY LIFE IS NO 
LONSER IN DANGER.' 






WHILE 'BACK IN GRANTS APARTMENT 



EVERYTHING WORKED 
PERFECTLY,' NOW THEY'RE 

BOW MINE! 




look at them-the most 
beautiful gems in the world/ 

FOR YEASS.TVE PLOTTED +WW 
TO SET THEM -AT LAST I'VE 
SUCCEEDED/ AND NOSOOy 
CAN SUSPECT.' 





VERY CLEVER-HANoiNS YOURSELF ^1 
JUST BEFORE THE FU-iCE CAME— I 
IN TIME TO CUT YOU i__^ a 




OH, YES WE CAN. 1 PERHAPS YOU DIDN'T KNOW 
THAT NO TWO TYPEWRITERS ARE ALIKE- JUST 
LiaE HANDWRITING/-' THAT NOTE IN SIMPSON'S 

HAND CAME FROM YOUR "TYPEWRITER 

K », ., ,, YOU MURPEREO 
^ SIMPSON .'•' 










HE'S ESCAPING.' 1 
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UNSOUVEO IN POUCE RECORDS, MAYBE -&JT NOTONTHE 
BOOK Of JUSTICE,' FOR, IN A FAR-OfF LAND.THE CRACKY 
FASTNESSES OF WUS IN TIBET- ATOBE ONCE AGAiH 
WORSHIPS ITS GOD IN PEACE AND HAPPINESS.' 



CAN YOU READ 
THE CROOK'S 
CRYPTIC NOTE 
WHICH LED TO O. 
HIS CAPTURE • 




At r^e A/tA^ 



PO 50 YOU MUST FILL IN 
THE BLANK" SPACES W/TM FIVE 
FOUR-LETTER W0RDS,EACM OF WHICH MAY JE 
SPELLED WITH THE LETTERS "OSPT." 



> YQU LOOK CARBFULLY AT TMESE 
NUMBERS You MAY UNCOVER THE 
F/RST NAMES OF A 
6ANG OF, 



CAUGMTSY7HE BLACK HOOl 



_ SBVBN NOTORIOUS 
CRMfNALS i 

rJ4/V YOU 2>£TECT ALL 
seve/v NAMES 
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fWEH V/EEE INVOICED o^*" I 
tN A CRIME. (F roU 
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TWO CORRECT 
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MBWWHiue.iN THE WE3SNS ROOM <X CONTESTANT'S \ IP I CANT GET TtfftT 15 T YOU'RE THE BRAlUS 



GRAND ONE WAXIUGET ) PRETTY SOY( JU6V 




UH-HERE YOU ARE, ROBSlNS/ } YES, THANKS, HOOD / 
I DON'T THINK YD Lit I HAVE J I-AH-8ETTER TAKE 
ANYTHING MORE TO WRRY J\ Thi»TOMVROOM 
ABOUT? ._ - S \ A WHitE ', 



BLAST WM ! IP ONLY ME HADN'T INTERFERED, 
FRAVVLEY WOULDVE GOTTEN AWAY AND I'D 
HAVE B5EN INTHE CLEAR i 
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ONLY THING LEFT TOR ME TO 
DO, IS 8URN THE DOUGH-AND 
GET RiD OF MY GUN .' THEN IU. 
LEAVE TOWN { 



ULP^ 



A NEAT, UTTlE SCHEME, ROSSINS/ 1 OKAY, SMART GUyf SURE { THAT'S WHOT YOU THINK '.it 
AND (T MIGHT HAVE WORKED, IFI /I MURDERED HlM-ffJT FT 
WONT SPOTTED THAT J WON'T DO YOU NO GOOD 

tot m L to know. 
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-THt TYCOONS, PERCY GOLDSMITH AMD 
JIMMV SILVERS ARE HOVERING 
BETWEEN LIFE AND 
DEATH-- 



MAY8E THESE GUYSll KICK THE ^ 
BUCKET AN 1 WE'LL BE ^ S 

SET FDR GOOD- _ 

HUH? , — l^JUS'THlNK- 






1 LfS SET IT OURSELVES/ 
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A NICKEL'S WORTH OF MURDER 



A BUCK HOOD STORY 



fkFFICER Kip Burland w&f 
patrolling bit midnight 
beat. It wag very quiet. Curfew 
was sending most of the citizen- 
ry to bed at a much earlier 
hour, and to Kip's way of 
thinking, a very good idea. If 
more people went to sleep ear- 
lier, there'd be a lot less trou- 
ble. But patrolman Burland's 
peace was not to remain undis- 
turbed for long. A figure sud- 
denly hurtled out of the door- 
way of one of the bouses on 
the street, and ran smack into 
him. The impact was so great 
he had to hang on to keep from 
falling. 

**Whoa, mister. This is no 
time of the night to be chasing 
around that way," Kip said 
good-naturedly. 

"Officer. Something terrible 
has happened to Mr. Collins," 
the guy babbled. "I ... I think 
he's killed himself." 

"Take it easy, will you. 
Who's Mr. Collins? Who are 
you? Count ten and start mak- 
ing sense." 

"My name is Jordan, Robert 
Jordan. Mr. Collins is my em- 
ployer. I'm his chief bookkeep- 
er. Mr Collins asked me to 



work late tonight to straighten 
out his books.** 

"What's all this got to do 
with Mr. Collins committing 
suicide?" 

"I'm coming to that," Jor- 
dan said. He was still breath- 
ing heavily. "He told me to 
call him up no matter what the 
hour, when I got through. I 
forgot all about calling him till 
I got home. Then I called him. 
He didn't seem at all interested 
in what I was saying. Instead 
he told me to bold the wire. 
Soon I beard a shot And that's 
about all, I guess." 

'That's enough," said Kip. 
"Come on. We're going over to 
Collins' place." 

In a short while, Kip and 
Jordan were at Collins' door. 
It was locked from the outside. 
Kip placed his shoulder against 
it, and heaved heavily. There 
was a splintering sound as it 
gave way. 

Kip almost fell over the 
body stretched out on the floor 
in the foyer. The phone was off 
the hook, and dangling from its 
wire. He examined the body 
carefully, and removed the gun 
from the stiff fingers with a 



handkerchief. Then be went 
over to the phone, looked at it 
for a while, turned to Jordan 
and said, "that's a funny ex- 
change for this neighborhood. 
Did Mr. Collins give you bis 
phone number when he asked 
you to call?" 

"Why, no. Funny he didnX 
now that you mention it. I 
guess he forgot. I got it through 
information." 

"Hm ... I see. Well, there's 
nothing more you can do. You 
go on, and get some sleep. The 
police'U call you when they 
need you." 

"Sleep. I won't sleep for a 
week thinking of this terrible 
thing," Jordan replied. "I 
knew Mr. Collins was depress- 
ed lately. He had a good many 
business worries. But I . . . 
I never thought he'd do any- 
thing like . , . like this." 

"Well, there's no accounting, 
for the strange notions that 
come into people's beads. Any- 
way, you can go on home." 

Jordan left Kip watched 
him through the window 
emerge onto the street. Then 
be did a strange thing. He 
didn't at all call homicide as 



Be should have done. Instead, 
he started to shed his police 
uniform, and stood forth as 
... THE BLACK HOOD! 

"Yes. People get strange 
notions in their heads," the 
Hood intoned grimly. "Very 
strange notions. I've got one 
right now about Mr. Robert 
Jordan, the timid bookkeep* 
er. 

Jordan was at home. But 
he wasn't sleeping. Instead he 
was packing. "So far, so 
good," he muttered with deep 
satisfaction. "Everything went 
perfect. That dumb cop will 
testify that I was on the phone 
when Collins shot himself. 
They'll ask me a couple of 
routine questions down at 
headquarters. Then Til blow 
town, and be in the clear." 

"Going somewhere, Jor^ 
dan?" came the low but vibrant 
voice from behind. 

Jordan whirled. There 
framed in the window, crouch- 
ed a shadowy and powerful 
figure. A figure that was legend 
to honest people, and a night- 
mare to criminals. Jordan saw 
it as a nightmare. 

"Wb' . . . what do you 
want?" he husked. 

'"You, Jordan. For the mur- 
der of your employer, Mr. Col- 
lins." 

'You fe ' crazy. I • • * I 



wasn't even near him, 
when . . ." 

"Yes. I know what your 
story is going to be. My friend, 
Patrolman Burland, told me 
all about it. He also told me 
that you lied about calling 
Collins tonight, as you claim- 
ed." 

"What! How could he pos- 
,ibly know that?" 

"Because you said you'd 
gotten his phone number from 
information. But there wasn't 
any phone number on the base 
of the telephone in Collins* 
apartment. That meant that it 
was an unlisted phone. AND 
NO OPERATOR WILL GIVE 
OUT THE NUMBER OF AN 
UNLISTED PHONE." 

Jordan licked his parched 
lips. .His voice came out crack- 
ed and trembling. "All right. 
I didn't call him. But he com- 
mitted suicide. You . . . you 
can't prove otherwise." 

"Oh yea we can. If you 
weren't such a rank amateur, 
you'd have known that a man 
who puts a gun to his head 
and shoots himself leaves a 
tell-tale sign. Powder burns. 
But there weren't any powder 
bums on Collins. And that 
means the gun was held at a 
distance ... BY SOMEBODY 
ELSE'S HAND. Yours, Jor- 
danr 



There was desperation in 
Jordan's voice. The despera- 
tion of a cornered rat. "All 
right, I did it. I'd been" using 
the firm's money, and trying to 
cover it up in the books. Mr. 
Collins found out. Threaten- 
ed to jail me. I went to his 
house. Pleaded with him, but 
he wouldn't listen. I attacked 
him. He got to his gun. We 
struggled, and I wrenched it 
from his hand. The ... the 
rest you know.*" 

"Okay, Jordan. The police 
will be interested in hearing 
that story. Let's go." 

Jordan followed the Hood 
meekly toward the door. Sud- 
denly, with startling unexpect- 
edness, he lunged at the Hood. 
His fists flailed out wildly, and 
the Hood, taken completely by 
surprise went down under the, 
hail of blows. Before he could 
get on his feet, Collins was 
hurtling wildly toward the win- 
dow. There was the loud crash 
of broken glass. A piercing 
shriek that trailed the plung- 
ing body into the blackness 
below. A lumpy thump. Then, 
silence. 

The Hood 'chased down- 
stairs, into the courtyard, and 
up to the body of Jordan, 
which was now a corpse. 

"Yes," he said looking down 
at the still figure. "Some peo- 
ple get funny notions." 




M 






x§xs 


^^ H39 


1 7* 


^J 






fr: 





x> 




THECASQ&™ 

FRlENPiy 
MURDER/ 
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WBLL,WJPYA know? 
THSR&'S GONNA 0E A 
CLASS REWMON-AND 
I'M INVITED/ 



/3L 



1HIS IS ONE YEAR JTM 
GOIMQ TO BE READY TO GO 
-THERE .' GoSK- WONDER IF 
THE OUDGANS LOOKS, 
THE SAME? 




HM-W?*RiB" R08&NS-7HER€'SA( 
WHO GOT UNDER MY SKIN '. RICH, 
CONCEITED, AND LOVES A JOKE/ 
-AS LONG AS IT WAS ON 



SOMEONE 
ELSE.' 



\/a 



Kk 





BOY-WCNDER IP THESET^) 
ARE STfLL THE SAME BUDDIES ': 
THEY WERE INSEPARABLE EVEN 
THOUGH THEY WERE RIVALS IN 
EVERY SPORT, AL ALWAYS 

SEEMED TO HAVE THE 
EDSEOWgiu,' 



CLARENCE JORDAW-8OOKW0RMJ WE USED TO 
CALL HIM,' THERE'S A GUY WHO SHOULD HAVE 
SOMEWHERE '. ALWAYS HAD HIS 
NOSE IN A BOOK! 




WELL. IF I'M GONNA SQ, I BETTER SET 

STARTED-THE SHINDIG'S FOR TONIGHT.' 

BOX I'M ANXIOUS TO SEE 

THE OLD GANG.' 







HA,HA-LOOK,GANG/ 
I JUST GOT A RISE 
OUTOF'SOOKWORM'/ 




BUT AS KIP OPENS THE PHONE-BOOTH POOR— 




BOyf IT DOES LOOK BAD FOR Ml 
ATTVWT-1FI DOMT GET OUT OF 
HERE, I'LL NEVER FtWDTHE 
REAL KILLER.' 





LATER, AS BARSAPA ENTERS HER DARKENED AFARTMENT- - - - 



fig 



vl 



WHA-? KIP/ V SH-H.' I'LL 
I YOU STARTLED J EXPLAIN 
ME? ^* EVERYTHING, 
BARBARA/ 



EVEN WORSE 



$ 



ma 



/ # 




I KlPTHEN RELATES THE ENTIRE STORY-- I KNOW, BUT I 

-r^ HAD TO HAVE A 

BUT YOU SHOULDN'T HAVE ^ I FREE HAND WHILE 

RUN AWAY.' WHY, fT MAKES ). S THE TRAIL G 

THE CASE AGAINST YOU ^ V STILL HOT/ 



% 



THERES SOMETHING 

1 4BOUT RIB'S MURDER 

THATDOESNT 

MAKE SgKiSE. 1 



WHAT DO YOU MEAN? A LOT 
OF PEOPLE MUST HAVE 
DISLIKED HIM! 




YES, BUT THIS 
HAS ALL THE EAR- 
MARKS OF A PRE- 
PARED JOB.' ,YET 
HOW COULD THE 
MURDERER KNOW 
THAT RlB WAS GO- 
ING TO 6E IN THAT 
PHONE 

booth; 




1TO0K A LONS CHANCE, GOING 
BACK 70 MY APARTMENT TO SET 
TUB CLASS BOOK- BUT I 
WANTED 70 LOOK IT 
OVER AGAIN i 




IT'S FIGHT 
YOU'LL GET.' 



m0 



iliK ill ' 



A* 




IVE HATED 70U SINCE COLLEGE, BLAST YOU.' 
yOU BEAT ME OUT AT EVERYTHING -BUT , 
I WAS FORCED TO 







But when wu wok louise- j-ajjdthe LAST MlLE/TDO, 
THE SlBLI LOVE0,TOO.|T J BILL.' CALLTHE 
WA5 THE LAST STRAW.' L POLICE, AL.' 




HIW OR- 



WELL, KiP-YOUGDrr-BUT 
J STILL CAN'T FIGURE OUT 
MW tTWAS IN THAT CLASS- 
BOOK THAT PUT YOU ON 
THETRAiLi 




SMPLE, SABS/ THAT UTTLE 
BLURB ABOUT ALPRA5SING 
HIM FOR HIS 
PUNCTUALITY,' 




THE KILLER HAD TO BE SURE HIS VICTIM 
WOULD BE THERE EXACTLY ON THE 
MINUTE-PUTTING TWO AND TWO 
TOGETHER THAT MEANT AL.' UNFOR- 
TUNATELY, RIB GOT TO THE BOOTH 
AT THE WRONG TIME.' 



**i 



INGENIOUS MS, 8URLAND.' 
WELL, I'VE COT TO 8E — - 
RUNNING NOW ! ^^Jf WHERE ARE YOU 
GOING, BABS? , 




MY OLD SORORITY 
IS HOLDING A 

class Re- 
union? SO 





tvtfn, tfre 
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20 BOOKS all for $ 

Over 500 Pages - THOUSANDS of 
Ideas-HUNDREDS of Illustrations 

Bouol. Ik. Mioym.nt of your i.olvl .1nq9.1n.nt1, Mok. your..U tk. «mtor of .ot.rtoliim.iit. 
Tou'rl flty.f Hav. a dull, u.lnt.r.ttlno t»«bi« w.tthlno oth.n hoy. • oood ♦!->. ~h.i, yon h«. th. 
LIBRARY OF FUN. Th.r. or. 20 dlff.r.nt twin 0. Id.o. for aroup .nt.rtolnm.nt, lora. portl... 
rut.i for Indoor ond outdoor qtims, trick! wltk cord, aid «,ulpm.i.M.™.d .round tk. hou... Infor- 
motion on tk. Arm, end Na»y thot )« .kould know, »oy» to "p.P" up « porty thot k» «on. d..d. 
In f«t, tho.Hfldl of ld.a« oil d.yot.d to .nt.rtoln»!«t. THESf VALUABLE BOOKS ARE ALL H.LUS- 
TRATEB FROM COVIR TO COVER. Eie.ptlo.oHy low prle.d ... 10 DIFFERENT, COMPLITI BOOM 
ALL FOR $1.00 poitoaid. Ord.r your lot of LIBRARY OF FUN today! 

SPOUTS! GAMES! TRICKS! STUNTS! PUZZLES! 

Willi ihr iotwr popillur Mru viu'll litn (mm rhrrf hnnk-, *•«" »l« trtWWfil "T "" 
MM of IntlTM in W] KHMS 01 iniftrrlni. Iln.1 .nil hiWWWl ulll nu Ion*™- lill' 
to uml ")u.t •ouirihuiK" in niimiin ilitli mmi*. riminli-ir lr.«uiirilnti» |nr Mrs: jam* 
or trirk u rutty Militilnnl IB drtill. AnFMU- nn uulrkljf mini »»-lly no thrill ill. Tlir,» 
■ it liilniliKl- «n.l InuulrriK m frlrfc. . . -Hint. , , . miu~ ■ . . duhi™ . . . toon* 
th«I nlU pl™-s rvvrjonr Onln Ion*; uul ulirl UltliiB inn uUrrrtrr J«il IB. 



rnrr trial 
rKEl offer 

W*> FM*rnrilpd> jOtt'll find thw bw 
*>f *(H#rtalnln* krifortiiiiUrni? fio sure m.n 
wh that you'll llhtt lhi«m w* *»nl Jfutt to 
we ih*m tor jmmdt, S*riBi ll.no for **H of 
SO book* £hihi»k» frw or w#tl .ulilp l'.O.D- 
You jwiy «cTf* tHMtna* 1 chm*. R#*nl nil 
• limine rour book* for & rimy* . . ■ mm If 
ni* utitflnl. rfium itupii. io w* »n4 w# 
will if-rund your iisoo^y jjnmnlliif-J.v. 

FUN INDUSTRIES, DEFT. 307 
45 Eatt 17th Street. New York 3, N. V. 



FUN FOR THE 
ENTIRE FAMILY 

Anj™# from 5 lo ?S »i» flnd tiurnilmiii'm 
within ihr tMkgv* Of lli«"»e book*. Tllrr*- ■ rr 
riiBJir nwel »niJ tm-.* •.lunt-i for ]U-l in* 
imiUy . . . <*r HiIjuji ta <lo «> "Jiilei »fvr- 
iUnd< t,i boro^ M*A ar«l *oiiim In *hf 
Mnict? *U1 ftmi USuni *np« I * 1 1 y *nt*rtiln- 
intf to nil ill Ifliut hourn »* e*mp- EAflftrf 
■ hi of ihnf tKn>kFt Vn iMr m-vi p*etatM», 
Ultit in ^TiLuUlrnt w*a*l for vtfrx** 
mallttil in tTlfW«M p»cL»Erii, 



FUN 


FOR... 


• PARTUS 


• FAMILV 


• SERVICE 


MEN 


• SIRVICI 


WOMEN 


• CAMPS ft 


CLUBS 


• CHILDREN 


• CHILDREN'S 


GROUPS 
1 • IDEAL FOR 
CIFTI 
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